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some letters which I had neglected before leaving
London; the Club's notepaper looks so distinguished.
But all that happened was a gentle snooze, while from
an inner room, seemingly miles away, came a quiet
"Check" from Major Charles Anderson, and "Un sans-
atout" from a neighbouring bridge-table. They are good
bridge-players in the Travellers' Club, of about the same
standard as at the St. James's in London.
It was evidently a gala night (at least the prices were
put up when I telephoned for seats) at the Opera-
Comique, with Delibes' La&m. I wish they would give
this opera at Covent Garden; it has a fine setting, with
red-coated British officers (Indian Mutiny days) wander-
ing about in tropical foliage, a dusky maiden, an angry
Brahmin father, and most pleasant music. The tenor
part is excellent, one which John McCormack used to
sing in his operatic days; Louis Arnoult sang it very
well, and, in fact, the whole production was of a high
standard. A special night at the Opera-Comique (Thurs-
days usually) is always worth a visit; some of the ordinary
nights are a bit sketchy, and this applies also to the Op6ra.
The role of Lakme was designed and composed by
Delibes for the delightful American singer, Marie Van
Zandt, who for five or six years was the spoilt darling
of the Opera-Comique. It was produced in 1883, and a
contemporary writes of her that she was so fascinating
and graceful in the part that he went to hear her three
times in a week.
Smoking during the intervals invariably gives the
gendarmes their day's delight. You are at once herded
into a room about the size of a railway compartment,
though you can study there a bust of Benjamin Godard,
and can also get a drink. Even distinguished-looking

